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"Somebody tried to live here," I said, "and gave it up."

"They probably hoped to make a living,'* said Fred.
"Anyone who wants a house in this neighbourhood will have
to make his living somewhere else."

We had some difficulty keeping our conversation alive
on the way home. It was still a bright day, but my own sky
was overcast. I let Fred out at his house, and returned to
the hospital to see if everything was all right. Or, perhaps
my car proceeded over to Brightwood by force of habit. Or,
perhaps I felt, subconsciously, that was the one stable fact
left to reassure me. In any event, I went to the hospital,
where things seemed unusually quiet. I did not talk to
anyone.

I had my dinner at home alone. I suppose it was a good
dinner, but I had no appetite. Afterwards I began a letter
to Helen, but found I had nothing in particular to say to
her that I dared say. So I tore it up. Then I decided to write
a few pages in this journal, but you can see that I am in
no mood for that either. Life is very flat to-night.

Nancy has succeeded in bringing Martha Ruggles and
her irascible brother to Brightwood. Martha is proving to
be the jewel that Nancy had thought her. Grim old Perry
who, for all that he is Martha's twin, appears to be about
ten years her senior, is going to be a problem. Can't work
with anybody. Thinks he is being made fun of, and I daresay
he is.
He regards everyone with suspicion. Nancy thinks he is
jealous of Martha's responsible position and growing
popularity with our Brightwood family.
My heart goes out to the old codger, I think it's the